July 20, 1852.
Bad news on my side.    My thesis is not yet definitely refused, but it is very nearly so ;   the work, style, etc., are praised, but the ideas being new, and, the regulations requiring new ideas, my thesis is not admissible.   I have been silly enough to take literally the official proclamations, the posters on the door !   All that is bait for fools, and the true regulations for the Doctorate are these: to write 200 meaningless pages ;   to analyse some old forgotten author who is deservedly so ; to judge of him in accordance with recognized ideas, and to copy the manual of one of those gentlemen.    But it is the same thing everywhere, all things have a false face; as I live, I learn to live; people shout at the top of their voices that honesty is necessary, in private they joke about it, and the honest man is he who puts on a neat tie and thieves in secret.   People ask loudly for ideas and discoveries ;   what they really want is imitation, second-hand, commonplace.     I understand now why nearly all the masters we met seemed to us so insignificant; they were so, and that was why they had succeeded.    A struggle necessarily ensues, youths despise their masters, and the old ones pocket money and contempt. This is not a rejected author's anger !    All those who are worth anything are now in the mud.    Poor M. Vache-rot has lost his salary, and is looking for private lessons. The Ecole is an Inquisition.   M. Simon earns his living by working for Hachette, and giving lessons to the son of M.   Goudchaux.    The  others  are  starving.    Happy  are
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